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According  to  the  Analytical  Concordance  to  the  Bible,  the 
meaning  of  "sefer"  or  "sepher"  is  derived  from  the  Hebrew, 
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To  Mom 


.  .  .  and  I  think  of  the  beauty  of  her  spirit 

the  laughter  in  her  eyes, 
I  think  of  the  love  that  fills  her  life.  .  . 

that  warms  her  home. 
I  think  of  all  she  has  given, 

of  all  she  has  to  give. 
These  things  are  of  love. 
These  things  are  of  my  Mother. 
I  cry  out  against  the  evil, 

against  the  ugliness  of  this  world. 
I  long  for  days  of  innocence; 

for  days  when  all  was  beauty  and 
goodness; 
and  I  seek  refuge  from  this  world. 

in  the  womb  of  my  childhood, 

in  soft  memories  of  a  time 
When  so  much  love  from  this  spirit  I  speak  of 

enveloped  my  life,  and  taught  me  well 
that  all  in  this  world  is  not  of  evil  and  of 
ugliness, 

that  there  exists  a  beauty  transcending  all  else 
in  the  love  I  experience- 
I  love  you,  Mom 

_Pam  Cuttino 
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Season  Song 


Winter  freezes  summer  blood  to  ice 

And  chills  the  passions  that  await  the  spring 

A  lover  suffers  seasoned  sacrifice 

At  altars  bleak  with  crystal  covering. 

What  heart  can  hold  a  love  in  wintertime 
When  even  Nature  slacks  her  passioned  pace, 
When  tiny  creatures  flee  the  upper  clime 
for  the  warmth  of  inner  space? 

But  spring  has  courage  to  oppose  the  cold. 
And  passes  on  to  those  in  love  the  same 
The  sounds  of  life  and  future  birth  take  hold 
of  human  ears  that  closed  at  winter's  name. 

Yet  is  it  fair  to  emotionless  reason 

To  say  that  love  depends  upon  a  season? 

—  Reginald  Lamont  Dash 
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O  shining  orb,  guardian  bright, 

Pierce  the  cold  earth  with  thy  blazing  rays. 
Kiss  the  upturned  faces  of  the  multitudes, 

Till,  warming  in  thy  loving  embrace, 
They  burn  from  thee,  reflecting  the  glorious  truth 

From  their  radiant  faces, 
And  go.  .  .  to  spread  the  peace  of  dawn. 

—  Donna  Alexander 


.  .  .  oh,  what  a  lovely  flame  we  made, 

but  flames  burn  with  no  regard  for  tender  hearts. 

...  my  heart  cried  tears,  and  you  had,  with  black  magic, 
disappeared. 

.  .  .  only  ashes  were  left, 

lifeless  ashes,  cold  and  gray. 
.  .  .  silent  I  sat. 

.  .  .  but  soon — a  wondrous  happening — 
LOOK! 

.  .  .  my  Phoenix  heart  rises  shining  from  the  ruins. 
I  will  go  and  love.  .  .again.  .  . 

 Donna  Alexander 


Riverkist 


How  am  I  able  to  know  such  a  deep 

part  of  you-- 
So  deep  I  can  drink  from  you, 
So  clear  I  can  almost  see  you, 
So  close  I  can  touch  you-- 

Oh,  River  of  Wisdom. 
Won't  you  stay  here  forever-? 
You  can  pretend  you  are  just  like  me. 
We  Spring  Children  have  no  thought 

of  tomorrow, 
Continuing  on  in  our  tiny  hurry 

to  nowhere, 

Yet  somewhere, -- 
So  we  have  forever  to  play! 

Oh,  River  of  Delight. 
Let  me  jump  into  you, 
Swim  within  you, 
And  should  I  find  an  even  deeper 

part  of  you-- 

catch  it. 

Drink  all  you  want  from  the  fountain 

of  my  youth 
Oh  River  of  Agedom. 
What  is  it  you  follow  so  silently? 
Truly,  I  can  only  see  so  far. 
The  eyes  of  a  child  have  seen  too  little 
To  behold  such  vastness-- 
If  I  swim  forever,  I  fear 

I  couldn't  catch  you. 
Oh,  River  of  Wonder. 
Let  me  remain  here  with 

the  Springtime 
So  pretty  it  is,  with  the  flowers. 
I'll  throw  my  love  in  after  you, 

Oh,  River  of  Eternal  Love, 
To  follow  where  you  go. 
I  will  stay  here  and 

follow  my  own. 
Sad  enough,  it  will  be 
To  watch  this  child's  love 
Float  away,  after  you,  a  part  of  you-- 

Never  to  catch  you. 
Oh,  River  of  Broken  Dreams. 

—  Rosemary  Strickland 
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You  Are  With  Me 

At  the  dusk,  I  know  you  are  with  me. 

The  kindness  in  your  eyes, 

The  warmth  of  your  assuring  smile, 

Show  that  you  care  for  me.  .  . 

And  each  night  you  are  more  beautiful. 

Being  with  you  this  evening 

I  see  the  shadows  of  times  we've  shared. 

Why  is  it  that  a  cool,  misty  night 

Brings  on  such  warm  thoughts  of  yesterday? 

The  past  is  like  a  star. 

It  shimmers,  and  seems  so  close 

Yet  it  can  not  be  reached 

Or  touched  again. 

This  does  not  stop  the  wishing,  the  wanting 

But  I  do  not  need  to  relive  days  gone  by, 

Or  to  think  of  what  may  happen. 

For  now.  .  .  I  just  enjoy  being  with  you! 

As  I  admire  the  scenic  night, 

My  wandering  eyes  glance  at  the  ground, 

And  the  shadows  cast  by  the  moonlight 

Reveal  the  abrupt  truth.  .  .  I  am  alone! 

Yet  am  I  really  alone? 

For  the  very  breeze  is  full  of  the  thought  of  you 
—  Thomas  H.  Becker 
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Heartbreak 


It  feels  like  a  scorch  from  a  hot  furnace  by 
accident. 

It  feels  like  a  slap  on  the  face  in  an  over- 
heated argument. 

(Or  should  I  say  it's  like  awakening  in  the 
morning  finding  out  that  your  Mother  is 
gone.  Taken  up  to  that  home  on  high.) 
It's  not  something  that  just  goes  away 
It  takes  time,  like  the  healing  of  a  wound. 
Believe  me,  heartbreak  does  hurt. 
It  feels  as  though  you  have  been  punched  in 
the  stomach  by  four  creeps  for  snitching  on 
them. 

It  feels  as  though  you  stepped  on  a  piece  of 

wood  loaded  with  nails. 

Or  should  I  say  it  feels  as  though  you 

have  been  trampled  over  by  the  Dallas  Cowboys 

football  team? 

Heartbreak  is  aching  all  over  and  the  only  remedy 
is  putting  the  mind  at  ease  and  the  heart  at 
rest,  imagine  getting  over  all  that  hurt! 
(Now  it  doesn't  hurt!) 

 Virginia  Seabrook 
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Trusting.  .  .Love 
MY  children, 

Early,  in  time,  before  you  were  born.  .  .  I  decided  to 
show  my  love  for  you. 
Lord,  Early,  today,  before  the  sun  arose.  .  .we  decided  to 
show  our  love  for  you. 

My  children, 

I  created  the  earth,  the  oceans,  the  beaches, 
with  all  their  splendor. 

Lord, 

We  saw  your  creations,  the  porpoise,  the  pipers. 
We  watched  the  waves  come  upon  the  sand; 

the  clouds  open  for  the  distant  sun. 
We  saw  flowers  and  shells.  These  were  all  so 
splendid  but,  Lord,.  .  .why  did  you  create  the 
pesky  mosquito? 
Lord, 

We  don't  understand. 
My  Children, 

I  love  you  all.  My  book  is  full  of  promises  I 
have  made  for  you.  I  have  watched  over  all  of  you. 
My  children,  I  dearly  love  you.  There  will  be  things 
you  won't  understand,  but  children.  .  .  if  you  will  just 
trust  me,  although  you're  confused,  through  trusting  you 
can  show  your  love  for  me. 


—  Donna  Wood 
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Evening  At  The  Ocean 


The  sand  reveals  the  impressions  of  my  soul. 
Waves  reach  out; 

.  .  .  then  futilely  throw  themselves 

upon  the  shore, 
as  the  mist  captures  me. 
It  entraps; 

it  echoes  my  thoughts, 
as  I  migrate  towards  myself. 
My  mind  is  a  wayfarer, 


upon  that  bridge  of  moonlight, 
destined  to  you. 

K  —Thomas  Becker 
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Love 


When  I  stop  and  think  of  all  the  wonders, 

love  is  most  wondrous  of  all. 
Just  as  my  life  has  been  filled  with 

many  blessings 

So  have  all  the  outlooks  on  Love. 
Cast  upon  a  wind  unset  in  its  direction 
My  life  and  love  are  caught  along, 
And  until  that  wind  dies  down  from  its 
unknowing  haste,  I  know  not  what 
Decisions  to  make,  But  my  love  is  strong 
Just  like  my  life,  and  for  me  to  love  (you)  is; 
To  love  with  the  strength  of  life. 

I  love  you,  as  if  with  my  life. 
So  that  makes  love  most  wondrous  of 
ALL! 

—  Jean  Pruitt 
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"I  Love  to  be  Alone" 

I  love  to  be  alone 
To  cry  away  my  fears; 
And  take  the  time  to  look 
At  all  the  passing  years. 

I  love  to  sit  alone 
To  free  my  head  from  worry; 
My  life  moves  ever  too  fast 
Like  snowflakes  in  a  flurry. 

I  love  to  walk  alone 
And  find  my  paths  of  old; 
They  bring  back  all  my  thoughts 
Some  of  which  were  cold. 

I  love  to  write  alone 

And  change  my  thoughts  to  words; 

It  takes  my  mind  afloat 

Like  many  colored  birds. 

I  love  to  read  alone 
To  help  me  clear  my  mind; 
I  go  into  a  silent  trance 
In  which  myself  I  find. 

I  love  to  cry  alone 
For  this  I'll  always  cherish; 
It  gives  me  an  escape  route 
So  that  I  may  not  perish. 

—  Lorri  Pinter 
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At  times  it  is  etched  deeply  on  my  mind. 
It  knows  no  boundaries  as  it  spreads  its  dark  wings. 
It  clouds  my  mind  with  a  deep,  dark  murkiness. 
It  penetrates  my  heart  with  a  sharp  twinge  of  pain. 
It  scrambles  my  thoughts  and  leaves  my  mind  awhirl. 
It  plays  on  my  emotions,  recalling  dear  ones  not  near. 
It  has  no  friends  yet  is  always  with  someone. 
It  dims  the  light  of  my  life  within. 
What  is  "it?"  LONELINESS 

—  Lorri  Pinter 
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Sorrow 

True  sorrow  is  when 
your  hopes  for  the  present 

and  future 
turn  to  glass  fragments 
before  you  can  really  touch  them. 

Sorrow  is  your  friend 
turning  to  sharply  etched  shadows 

showing  pain  in  the  chilly  midst  of 
the  past. 

Sadness  is  a  lonely  pain 
with  less  than  a  wind  to  wrap  you 
and  your  thoughts  together. 

Sadness  is  a  maybe 
running  off  to  other  places 
before  you  find  your  answer. 
Sorrow  is  when  you  thought 
ou  had  every  star  there  was 
and  now  you  haven't  one. 
Sorrow  is  killing  me 
and  here  I  am 
a  child 
Yet  to  see  spring. 

—  Dawn  Martin 


Shadows 

As  the  shadows  of  my  mind  come  back  to  me 

I  realize  how  much  I  needed  someone 

To  share  my  innermost  thoughts 

I  needed  someone,  someone  special, 

To  help  make  my  dreams  come  true. 

So  I  thought  back  to  all  the  people  who  had 

Tried 

Remembering  those  who  failed 
And  thinking  twice 
of  you. 

 Dawn  Martin 
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Progressional 

Christmas  is  when  you  reach 
up  to  touch  the  on-off-on 
lights  and  burn  your  hand  so 
your  mother  gives  you  a  candy 
with  a  piece  of  tree  on  it, 
priming,  'now  what  do  you  say?' 

Christmas  is  when  you  sit 
inTrig  for  the  last  day 
before  vacation  while  the 
genius  is  sitting  cat  to 
your  corner  using 
(x,y)  I  y  -  -2  U  x  -3)  to 
graph  a  Christmas  tree, 
coloring  it  to  look  almost 
real. 

You  can't  even  find  the 
lights  to  make  your  real 
one  look  artificial. 

—  S.  Leigh  Dees 
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Park 

The  old  man  shuffles  by  the 
Used  candy  wrappers  and  faded 
Popsicle  sticks.  The  playground  is 
Empty,  save  for  the  old  man.  He 
Stoops,  his  Salvation  Army  coat 
Brushing  his  knees  as  he  gropes  in  the 
Dirt  for  a  mud-smeared  dime. 
He  goes  to  the  newspaper  stand, 
Its  yellowed  plastic  front  blurring  the 
Image  inside.  Age  fumbles- 
Pushing  in  the  dime,  grappling 
With  an  errant  paper.  He  sits,  his 
Chin  becoming  acquainted  with  his  chest. 
The  paper  whispers,  slips  to  the  ground, 
Yesterday's  paper  playing  at  today. 

—  S.  Leigh  Dees 
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Segments  of  Continuity 

The  genius  plops  into  the  desk, 
Spreading  her  bottom  so  as  to 
Achieve  minimum  space 
She  waits-the  Riviera  Number  Two 
Clicking  across  her  desk,  dodging 
David  loves  Kathy  and  sin  0-  cos  0-1 . 

Smiling,  she  lets  the  pencil 
Dig  into  her  hand,  as  it 
Snaps  at  her  trig  book 
And  graphs,  its  point 
Snagging  in  the  binder  hole. 
Still  digging,  the  point  is  buried. 

The  bridesmaid  pauses  in  the 
Narthex,  shifting  her 
Weight  from  left  foot  to  right, 
Her  fingers  playing  at  her 
Neckline  and  shoulders. 
Looking  down,  she  blushes  and 

Adjusts  her  bodice,  looking 
Again,  to  see  if  anyone 
Had  noticed.  Heaving  a  sigh 
Restrained  only  by  her  dress, 
The  bridesmaid  positions  her 
Roses,  ignoring  the  bloodied  thorns. 
The  siren  rips  through  the  heat 
Of  the  day.  A  housewife  leans 
Over  the  street,  like  a  heron 
Spearing  frogs  at  the  edge 
Of  a  lake.  The  crescendo  nears-- 
Her  neck  begins  to  twist,  her 

Hands  to  pull  at  the  hem  of 
Her  sweater.  The  fire  engine 
Comes  into  view,  then  turns  west 
To  her  south.  Shoulders  slumped 
The  housewife  steps 
Away  from  the  window. 

 S.  Leigh  Dees 
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Doors 

As  I  reminisce  over  long  forgotten  days, 
I  am  a  child  locked  behind  a  door  as 
the  choir  sings  and  the  music  plays. 
An  innocent  foreshadowing  of  doors  that 
would  be  closed,  jammed,  and  locked. 
Mother's  rescue  can't  help  me  now. 
Reality  has  overcome  my  naivete, 
And  I  hear  the  ticking  of  the  clock. 
False  and  missing  keys  slow  my  pace 
Confused  and  questioning  expressions 
on  every  face. 
Time,  time  is  the  element. 
My  goals  in  life  are  the  filament. 
Atropos,  cutter  of  the  thread, 
lay  down  your  scissors, 
For  I  have  doors  to  open  before  I  am  dead 

—  Sharon  K.  Howard 


Beneath  My  Mask 

Beneath  my  mask,  I  am  filled  with  questions. 

Searching,  searching  for  answers  unknown. 

Wishing  for  a  postulate  to  suppress  my  anxieties. 

Only  to  find  that  there  isn't  one. 

Beneath  my  mask,  I  am  filled  with  answers 

Giving,  Giving  to  everyone  I  know. 

Wishing  for  a  friend  to  help  with  their  problems, 

Only  to  find  that  there  isn't  one. 

Beneath  my  mask,  I  am  mask, 

Wondering,  Wondering  who  I  really  am. 

—  Sharon  K.  Howard 


Reminders 


As  I  sit  and  reflect  back  on  this  day 

I  find  the  Lord  in  each  passing  way. 
The  dawn  of  a  new  day  with  the  rising  of  the  sun 

Reminds  me  of  creation  with  all  things  begun. 
The  cheerful  good  morning  sung  by  the  birds 

Reminds  me  of  God's  promising  words. 
A  friendly  talk  ending  in  "Have  a  good  day" 
Reminds  me  God  will  show  the  way. 
A  caring  look  that  says,  "You'll  make  it  my  friend" 

Reminds  me  of  His  Love  that  will  never  end 
With  the  close  of  the  day  and  the  setting  of  the  sun 

Reminds  me  that  a  new  day  is  yet  to  be  begun. 

—  Virginia  Kirkland 
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No  Patience 

I  can't  wait  until  tomorrow, 
or  of  its  contents  borrow 

Whether  it  brings  laughter  or 
maybe  sorrow 

I  can't  wait  until  tomorrow. 

—  Deborah  Crout 


The  Way  to  Heaven 

Dear  little  babe,  why  do  you  cry? 
Is  it  tomorrow  that  you  weep  for? 
Be  not  afraid,  little  one, 
Many  tomorrows  will  dawn  darkly  for  you. 
There  will  be  sorrows  and  fears, 
Sadness  and  tears. 

Dark  and  frightening  will  be  a  thousand  dawns, 

For  you  have  many  sad  and  noble  truths  to  learn. 

But  there  will  dawn  a  day  like  no  other, 

A  day  of  euphoria,  of  dancing  and  of  songs. 

The  sun  will  kiss  your  sweet  face  tenderly, 

A  shining  glory  will  encircle  your  gentle  heart  lovingly. 

You  will  smile  and  nod  your  head,  oh  so  wisely, 

and  whisper  joyously: 
"Surely.  .  .  .  this  is  the  way  to  Heaven." 

—  Donna  Alexander 
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Daughter  of  Nature 

Popular  tulip  stood  dazzling 

silver  speckled 

elegantly  sparkling 

raindrops  lay  heavily  on  her  leaves 

bending  her  slender  silken  arms  earthward. 

Brother  wind  passed  by 

gently  embracing  her  bejeweled  head 

causing  a  quiet  ripple  of  lazy  rolling 

glitterballs  to  merge  and  leap 

in  shooting  star  arches 

from  leaf  to  leaf  and  still  another 

until  some  found  home  in  the  lush  green  grass. 

And  tulip  stood 

still  shining,  waiting 

for  a  kiss. 

—Keith  Rudolph 
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What  You  Are 


You  are  the  song  I  won't  be  singing- 

and  the  children  I'll  never  bear 
You  are  the  voice  I  won't  be  hearing- 

as  I  drift  through  unseen  air. 
You  are  the  stature  of  the  one  I  love- 

who  now  must  journey  alone 
For  surely  I  haven't  mistaken  my  calling 

the  one  that's  calling  me  home. 

Don't  look  at  me  now,  for  it's  not  me  that  you  see- 
it's  not  I  who  walked  beside  you  in  a  calmness 
that  could  never  again  be. 

Look  away  from  these  hands  that  await  the  stillness 
of  the  dead- 

for  they're  not  the  hands  of  the  one  you  lead. 

Don't  try  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  my  eyes  for  they're 
uncontrollable  now- 

besides,  they're  not  the  same  eyes  that  were  willing 
to  recite  you  a  vow. 

I  only  have  but  two  requests- 

for  soon  I'll  lie  entirely  at  rest. 
It  is  that  such  as  I  must  die- 
so  our  commitments  also  must  lie. 
Do  not  search  for  me  who  won't  be  found- 
but  let  your  life  and  love  abound. 
For  surely  someone  else  can  sing  your  song- 
even  if  not  me,  it  won't  be  wrong. 

But  keep  singing  your  song-and  we'll  sing  it  again. 
Keep  your  path  straight-and  I'll  journey  it  with  you  again. 
Keep  your  hands  warm-and  I'll  hold  them  again. 
Keep  your  eyes  lifted  towards  heaven-and  we'll  gaze  into 
each  other's  eyes  forever. 

—  Christy  Upton 
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Lost  Without  His  Love 
-Like  a  blind  person  without  a  cane, 
-Like  a  flower  without  rain 

-Like  an  ocean  without  its  tide 
-Like  a  tourist  without  a  guide 

-Like  peace  without  a  dove 
I'm  lost  without  your  love. 

—  Deborah  Crout 
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Fear 


Waiting,  like  a  spider  on  his  air  net, 
in  the  deepest  corners  of  the  mind. 
Perched,  observing,  with  his  trap  set, 
for  the  moment  comes  once  in  time. 

Sudden  apprehension,  most  senses  screened; 
Obvious,  predestined,  events  befall 
You,  a  puppet  at  the  mercy  of  the  fiend. 
What  is  the  cause  of  this?.  .  .  is  the  horror  of  it 

—Keith  Rudolph 
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Oh,  Jesus  you  come  quickly 

I'm  aware  of  that  today 

You've  stopped  me  in  my  busy  tracks 

And  steered  me  in  your  way. 

My  prayer  is  that  you'll  forgive  me,  Lord, 
When  I  turn  around  to  see 
The  ugly  world  I've  left  behind 
That  just  won't  set  me  free. 

I  await  your  gifts  that  lie  above 

And  rest  assured  in  knowing 

That  as  your  presence  fills  me  with  love 

It's  you  that  keeps  me  going. 

_  Christy  Upton 


34 


Peace  of  Mind  (A  Clear  Conscience) 


Oh  Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  grace, 
imparted  to  my  soul, 

hast  cleansed,  restored,  renewed  my  faith 
and  thus  hast  made  me  whole. 

Precious  blood,  such  love  can  be 
if  I  could'st  just  believe, 
for  through  your  life  and  death  my  Lo 
true  love  was  once  conceived. 

Amazing  pity,  grace  unknown, 
hast  captured  life  itself, 
and  thus  becomes  my  all  in  all, 
there's  want  for  nothing  else. 

Sin  and  pain  and  death  bow  down, 
at  Jesus'  blessed  feet, 
why  fear?  says  He,  my  sovereign  Lord 
in  me  you're  made,  complete. 

Come,  cast  your  cares  upon  me, 
and  I'll  sustain  you  still, 
I've  died  for  you,  now  live  for  me, 
and  do  my  perfect  will. 

And  when,  Oh  blessed  Jesus, 
in  rapture,  I  see  Thy  face, 
I'll  claim  alone  your  love  for  me, 
and  Thy  redeeming  grace. 

—  Barry  K.  Keys 
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Games 


Games,  games  we  play 

tearing  each  other  down, 
pushing  the  truth  aside. 
Hey!  That's  not  fair. 

Games,  games  we  play, 

Around  and  around  we  go, 

wonder  if  it  will  ever  stop. 

No!  The  rules  don't  go  like  that. 

Games,  games  we  play, 
No  one  will  ever  win 
unless  we  admit  the  truth. 

Games,  games  we  play 

cheating  and  lying  to  ourselves, 
Hey!  You  pushed  me, 
that's  not  fair.  .  . 
Now  I'm  mad! 


—  Alfreda  D.  Gamble 
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At  night  I  dream 
you  are  the  sun, 
softly  peeking  through  the  clouds 
of  my  mind. 

—  Connie  Collins 


Awakening  this  morning, 

I  noticed  my  calendar  hung  outdated 

And  my  watch  lay  dead. 

I  had  forgotten 

Perhaps  I've  merely  been  too  busy 

thinking  about  you.  .  . 

To  worry  about  something  as 

insignificant 

as 

Time. 

—  Connie  Collins 
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I  am  Thankful 

When  life  gets  me  down  and  my 
spirit  is  almost  broken,  I  remember 

that  situations  could  be  worse; 

Then  I  am  thankful. 
As  my  responsibilities  get  heavier  and 
I  am  at  my  lowest  low,  I  see  others  who 

can't  cope  with  life  as  well; 

Then  I  am  thankful. 
When  I  think  that  nobody  cares  and 
When  I  have  nobody  to  love,  I  see  the  many 

broken-hearted  people; 

Then  I  am  thankful. 
I  notice  others  with  great  sickness 
and  despair,  I  then  reflect  on  myself 

and  all  of  my  blessings; 

Then  I  am  thankful. 
Now,  as  I  THINK  OF  MY  LOVE  FOR  GOD 
and  you,  I  realize  that  the  love  you 

both  have  for  me  is  my  greatest 

blessing,  I  feel  so  very  content, 

yet  still  so  very  undeserving;  THEN, 

as  it  should  be, 

I  AM  THANKFUL! 

—  Rick  Small 
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NAU  RUZ 


Buds  blossoming  and  rivers  flowing,  nature  becomes  renewed  and 
freshened.  The  land  changes  its  snow  white  gown  for  one  of  emerald  green. 
At  this  time,  the  atmosphere  is  saturated  with  the  fragrance  of  roses  and 
wild  flowers.  The  love  songs  of  birds  are  heard  in  every  garden,  meadow,  and 
plain.  The  joyful,  exhilarating  songs  of  the  birds,  accompanied  by  the  gentle 
melody  of  brooks,  give  the  world  the  new  of  Spring,  the  news  of  "Nau  Ruz." 

In  Persian,  "Nau  Ruz"  means  "new  day,"  and  it  marks  the  beginning  of 
the  new  year,  which  is  simultaneous  with  the  first  day  of  Spring.  This  coming 
Spring,  according  to  the  Persian  calendar,  the  year  1359  begins. 

During  the  Nau  Ruz  celebration,  which  is  thirteen  days  long,  all  schools 
are  closed  and  special  customs  and  traditions  are  observed.  Persian 
households  begin  preparations  for  the  Nau  Ruz  about  fifty  days  before  it 
begins.  It  is  customary  to  go  shopping  and  buy  new  clothing  for  each  person 
in  the  family.  Gifts  are  also  bought  for  family,  friends,  and  relatives. 

On  the  Nau  Ruz  eve,  a  large,  special  dinner  is  held.  In  addition  to  that, 
however,  one  of  the  most  important  and  beautiful  customs  of  Nau  Ruz  is  the 
Nau  Ruz  table,  which  is  purely  decorative  and  set  up  in  the  living  room  of  the 
home.  Seven  items  are  placed  on  the  table,  andthese  must  start  with  the  "S" 
sound  in  Persian.  For  example,  these  items  might  be  red  apples,  certain 
vegetables,  vinegar,  coins,  garlic,  hyacinth,  a  special  spice,  or  "samanu," 
which  is  the  juice  of  germinating  wheat  or  malt  mixed  with  flour  and  cooked 
to  a  particular  consistency.  In  addition  to  the  seven  items  beginning  with  the 
Persian  "S"  sound,  other  things  are  placed  on  the  table,  such  as  a  mirror,  a 
live  red  fish  in  a  bowl,  colored  eggs,  fruit,  cookies,  candles,  flowers,  and  the 
Muslim  holy  book  called  the  Koran. 

A  few  minutes  before  the  commencement  of  the  new  year,  family 
members  sit  around  the  Nau  Ruz  table,  and  one  of  the  parents  begins  to  read 
a  part  of  the  Koran  while  others  listen.  Then,  prayers  of  gratitude  for  the  good 
things  of  the  past  year  and  of  wishes  for  prosperity  and  health  in  the  new  year 
are  performed,  After  the  transition  to  the  new  year,  everyone  kisses  each 
other,  wishes  them  a  happy  new  year,  and  children  are  given  their  gifts. 

On  the  first  day  of  the  new  year,  children  make  visits  to  their 
grandparents  to  wish  them  a  happy  new  year.  During  the  next  twelve  days, 
visits  are  also  made  to  other  relatives  and  friends.  On  the  thirteenth  day  of 
Nau  Ruz,  each  family  holds  a  picnic,  and  the  fresh  air  of  the  mountains  or 
gardens  is  enjoyed.  Thus,  Nau  Ruz  ends  with  the  enjoyment  of  family  and 
togetherness. 

— Zahra  Shahazi 
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Empty,  I  feel, 

Lost,  I  am, 
Reaching  out,  I'll  get  away, 

to  find,  the  city  remains 

And  there,  tucked  neatly  between  the  buildings 

neurosis. 


—  Keith  Rudolph 


always  moving, 
ticking 

Never  stopping 

I  would  like  to  reach  out 

and  turn  back  the  hands  of  time 

Just  once 

To  catch  up 

on  life. 

—  Connie  Collins 


Do  You  Remember? 

Do  you  remember  the  times  we  had  together? 
The  dreams  that  we  shared  together? 
The  times  when  I  was  down  I  came  to  you, 
because  you  were  the  only  one  I  could  turn  to. 
And  then  one  day  you  moved  away 
Taking  all  my  dreams  with  you. 
Don't  you  remember  the  times  we  had  together? 
Or  did  you  mean  to  forget? 

 Melinda  Carson 
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In  My  Dreams 

I  hold  you  in  my  mind 

Each  day  that  I  begin 

And  kiss  your  lips  goodnight 

When  the  day  is  at  its  end 

On  every  pathway  that  I  walk 

I  see  you  standing  there 

And  when  your  eyes  look  into  mine 

I  know  you  really  care 

You  take  my  hand  and  lead  me 

To  places  far  away 

Where  only  you  and  I  can  be 

In  a  never-ending  day 

Beneath  a  waterfall  we  stand 

Bathed  by  nature's  way 

On  the  rocks  we  are  warmed 

By  the  sun's  illustrious  rays 

We  see  the  mountain  snow 

Melt  into  different  streams 

And  watch  the  sunset  in  the  sky 

Paint  pretty  color  schemes 

Tenderly  you  touch  my  hands 

As  the  night  falls  from  above 

You  promise  me  happiness 

And  your  eternal  love 

But  these  things  I  know  and  fee! 

Are  only  from  the  scenes 

When  I  turn  out  the  lights 

And  you  are  in  my  dreams. 

_BO 
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SUNSET 

Sitting  on  the  front  patio  with  the  full  view  of  the  ocean 
spanning  to  the  horizon  became  a  habit  with  me  while  living 
in  Key  West,  Florida.  My  favorite  time  of  the  day  was  at  dusk. 
I  would  hurry  with  the  kitchen  detail  and  go  out  on  the  patio. 
One  particular  day  I  was  anxious  because  I  felt  I  would  see 
something  special. 

The  sounds  and  sights  of  the  sunset  began.  The  birds 
were  making  their  last  calls  to  the  sun  and  were  headed  for 
the  little  islands  near  my  home.  That  day  the  sunset  was  a 
production  of  lavender  with  golden  hues  as  the  sun  sank  on 
the  horizon.  The  silhouette  of  birds  in  flight  and  swaying  palm 
trees  was  a  panorama  of  God's  work. 

There  was  a  moment  when  the  earth  seemed  to  be  in 
complete  harmony.  I  could  hear  the  lizards  settling  down  in 
the  patio  garden,  the  frogs  were  among  the  coral  and  fern 
plants;  among  the  reeds  at  the  shore  there  were  noises,  the 
birds  were  calling  to  each  other,  and  the  colors  of  the  sunset 
were  like  fingers  reaching  toward  the  sun  on  the  horizon.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  finger-like  rays  were  beckoning  the  moment 
to  stay  a  while  longer. 

It  was  a  beautiful  sight;  however,  I  anticipated  more.  My 
eyes  were  on  the  horizon  and  suddenly  an  elderly  man 
stepped  into  my  line  of  vision.  His  arm  was  outstretched  and 
in  his  hand  was  food  for  the  seagulls.  He  did  not  speak,  but 
they  began  flying  to  him.  They  were  silhouetted  against  a 
huge  sun  setting  on  the  horizon. 

—  Alice  Ward 
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